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prints of those old days. And downstairs in its cellars
lie many bottles of forty-years-old Kumml, and you pay
no more than for the ordinary Kirstb, Mirabelk or
Himbergeist.

In this Schwatzwald is a life of calm contentment to
which is added in the last fortnight of August, for those
who wish to take part in it, a social round which would
test the constitution of a hardened second-season
debutante. As the sun sets over this trim little town one
looks up at the pine-clad mountains above it in the
villages of which the goodly German housewives will be
collecting their children within the doors.

For after sun-down the Erl~King, who reigns in the
Black Forest, has the power to lure little children to
their doom, with his insinuating promises of lovely
presents and treats. And he rules over the elves and
goblins, who, judging by Lisst's concert study
Gnommreigen, must employ a piper of incredible breathing
powers.

More mundane specialities of the district are cuckoo-
clocks, a proximity to the Rhine which ensures the best
hocks, Kirsch, which is good, cheap, and recommended
by doctors, and taxi-cabs which charge only is* for a
flag-fall.

The industry of making cuckoo-clocks is fast dying
out, so Thoma, who sells them in the Arcade here, tells
us. They have to send somebody late in the evening up
to a funny little log hut high up in the mountains, to
find the old cuckoo-clock-make* when he returns from
the forest. They say this particular old boy is almost the
last of his trade: he is only about 4 feet high, has a long
grey beard, is 77 years old, and looks just like a
kindly gtiome. He spends a! his days in the forest,